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jirma with Mr. D. F. Karaka."
I have seldom experienced such a feeling of
shame and embarrassment as I did when I read
through this leader which was a comparison bet-
ween Nehru, a world figure, and myself. I should
have been very flattered to have been compared
with someone less well-known and with whom I
could reasonably be compared. But with Nehru,
who was for me one of India's men of destiny, it was
ridiculous. My embarrassment increased as I read
through that leader column in which Nehru was
merely the clouds and I was made out to be sense.
It made me feel small and, even though I may have
wished sometimes to be compared with the high
and the mighty, now that it had come I did not
like it, because I myself was attempting to say
what Nehru had with greater precision and clarity,
with much more force and authority. And it was
only because I was younger and did not have his
experience in Indian politics and was afraid that
I did not venture to say more.
That is the only real difference between Nehru
and those young men like me who want to bring
about Socialism in India. It is that wre are afraid,
while he is not. For he would not stop at anything
to bring about that ideal state which he has contem-
plated for India, whereas we are willing to wait
rather than adopt the methods of a Communist
revolution. To us the idea of bloodshed is frigh-